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Tue - JOURNAL - OF - APPLIED - ANTHROPOMORPHICS 


Needs You 


...or at least your stories and art! 


We're looking for fiction, essays, and artwork — especially comic 
strips, spot art and filler illustrations, and cover art. 
..-And remember, “anthropomorphic” doesn’t just mean “funny 
animals” or “furries"—nearly anything can be anthropomorphized! 


Submission Guidelines 


‘+ tn general, we ak that aterial submited to Yar! be original works (nat 
‘previously or simultaneously publited elsewhere). Exceptions 
‘bidet oc more obscure material willbe considered an acase-y-ase bass 

+ For artwork of any sort, please send quality eproductions (no originals, 
lease) with amargin of 1/2" on all sides, Coverart should beroughly square 
‘and atleast 71/2" ide. We encounge aris to sends existing unpubl 
nat that our ders woul lease never ea well tne artork 

‘+ lpossble stories and ates shouldbe sent en 31/7 compute disk. This 
sabes usa great deal of retyping. Any common Macintoch or IBM word 
processing formal isaceeptble- 

*+ Thisisnotan2rted ‘ine Material cfan overtly sexual er gratuitozsly violent 
aturelsnotaccpted: While Yerlisceraialy rota chidren’smagazine”, we 
‘on want to werry about who reas it. MPAA movieratings sem to bean 
Accepted means of defining content we prefe:G, PG. or Rerateé material 

‘+ Remember, we exercise editorial prerogatives Notallmterial wereceive wll 
bbe accepted, and we may ack that changes be made toa submision before 
Publication: Weare, afterll notan APA —wearea magazine...people poy 
‘Beod money for his, and we want Yr tobethe bes ican possbly be. 


Send your submissions to. 
Yarfl Magazine 
PO. Box 1299 
Cupertino, CA 95015-1299 
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are avalible; pleae writ for 
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Editorial ramblings and letters of comment from you to us and from us to you, 


‘4 hy the holidays... don't youjust love ‘em? Like many 
other things, they have a habit of getting in the way 
of life, but what the hell. Well, becauseof the holi- 

days, sickness, family obligations, conventions coming 
‘calice than usual, ot colora ——hal Caught ya off guard 
‘Thought we were gonna ell ya why Yarflis ate orsome- 
thing, ch? Not a chance. Not only is this, our fith an- 
niversary issue, ontime, t's akeed of schedule, and larg 
fer than usual to boat, We've even managed to get outa 
special supplementfor all of youto enjoy: The Yarf! Ar 
thropomorphic Bibliography, compiled by Fred Patten 


Is hard to believe that we've published Yarf! for five 
Years now. In that time, many have wondered about our... 
lahem....unusual choices in titles. So let's take a trip down 
‘memory lane, back: to 1989 anda party hald inthe wilde 
fof Sante Clara County, California, Conversation tured 
to the lack of a regular anthrozine and thence to the 
{question of what to call sucha “zine. More names than one 
Couldshake a stick at tumbled out. The bestnamehad to 
be short and distinctive and couldn't contain “Fur” any- 
thing oranything "-fur",as the idea wasto encourageas 
any diferent usesef enthropemorphis at possible. A 
couple of suggestions everyone fet had to be used some- 
how: “The Jounal of Applied Anthropomorphics” and 
“Flaming Hairballs". The name"Yarfl” seemed to come, 
like the Lorelei, out of nowhere — though Kris Kreutz- 
man had usedit a couple of years before ana drawing of 
Robert and Katrina. (Others insisted that ourhos’s dog. 
suggettod the nemo.) And that’s the way it wae. 


‘Andnow—backto the future! This year will see the con- 
clusion to Empires: Ace of Spades, though there will be 
somo follow-up stories by Chris Grant and others to keep 
youall going. We hope to have the next installments of 


Jn Our Image fom Watts Martin, alongwith many mor 
illustrations to go with it. We're also trying to stay in 
touch ith James Charies Lynnvauthor of the Atissa sto 
ries; some assistance would be of help here, as James is 
hhard to keep track of. There's aloo much morezany stu 
fromDave Claerhout, (Boom!) Dave White (chief ofthe 
Exchequer) has talked of a completely zewritten Night 
fighters, And,of coursethere'l| moreot al the assorted 
Craziness that we hope you've come to expect. 


Another couple of questionswe get are, “What do you 
‘guys get from putting this thing out” and, “Justwhat do 
you guys doin real life, anyway?” Well, Yarflis a labor 
of love. None ofthe stiff is paid for werkingonit, other 
than getting contributor issues and meeting many of You 
at conventions, through the maila beth anail mai and E- 
‘mail),or on the phone. 


‘As forwho dosswhat: Dave White collects the mail and 
keeps the banking stuff up to date. Dave Peyton wri 
help us keep upwith ourcontibutors— a neverending 
job —and will try to let folks know that we have re- 
ceived their contributions and whether or when we will 
be using them. Kris keeps up with the subscriptions 
‘keeping our subscriber and contsibutor databases. (And, a8 
if there aren't enough Daves to remember.) Dave 
Bryant formats the stereo for publication and specifies 
‘each issue's typography. Jeff, as Editor/ Publisher, Keeps 
track ofeverybody, mails current and back issues,and an- 
swersmany ofthe inquiries we receive, 

We ako get help frommany of ourconiributorsand sib- 
seribers. Mostnotable in this effort are Monika Living- 
stone and Gerald Perkins, Monika for just keeping usall 
‘movingin the right direction and Gerald for helping to 
look ever some ofthe stories thet come in 


FeRAM by mark stentey 


Hal First Leek 


time you ever 


What do 
you mean 
“First time"? 


from my memory. All| 
recall is my unbroken 
string of victories! 


‘Sigh...He’s getting 
more human every, 


lete the cames Ilose 


abhanepateoye 2 winsg med ahiay law ope rae temreied 
folks seem to think ‘we should lavish on Yarf! Kris 
Koutzman is a software quality engineerat Apple Can- 
pater, Ine Dave White wodsin a publicsafety position 
here in Senta Clara County. ff Feris isan edministra- 
tech companies in 
n Valley. Dave Peyton is a engineer at Mictel, 
a valley semicondactorfirm. Dave Bryant werksas a ty” 
pographer and layout artist fora biweekly nurses nes 
magazine Last, butnotleas, regular columnist Fred Pat- 
ten works for Streamline Pihires in southern California 


All this was brought to mindby a reader's rsponsetoa 
topic ina recent installment of "Flaming Hairballs”. It 
some ho felt that our characterization of thie fine publi- 
‘ation asa fanzine was aninjustice to Yerfl While it's 
true that we strive to bring our readers a high-quality 
product weare not cannotbe,and indeed donot wish to 
Feconsidered a professional magazine. We very mich 
prefer to view Yar/! asa sot of training groune for up and 
‘omingartsts andwrters, and as a forumfor those who 
‘vi fo cemibute for the sheer lave ofthe gen 


Found inan art catalog by Ed Strickland of Austin, TX 
and presented without comment Lew Dison, Probar 
bly from Sues, in southeastern Iran, 3000 EC. No chic 
has been found regarding this creature's identity of 
meaning, butt is one of themort visually areting sculp- 
tures to survive fom this period of antiquity. The small 
yet commanding figure undoubtedly mpresentsa superhuc 
aan being possessing female characteristics and inefla- 
ble power. The Museumscopy's cast marble. Ht, inchde 
ing polymer bato, 43/4". (F096K) $5.00 


Oncemore from Gerald Peikins of San Jose, 
California: 


| seem to be writing yous lot. Well, Yarf! 
#83 deserves comment 


1 got a real chuckle out of the exploding 
nevis, Thee critters give 2 new meaning to 
“salamander”. I suppose one of the ones 
semi-cooled on a stick cculd demonstrate 
Novton's Third Law. 


For once'd read the books before Fred re- 
viewed them. I foundhis reviews, particu- 
Inrly af Swan's Moreas logy, se n= 
sightfal. Sut maybe that’s because! agree 
with him. 


(Ob, good. mone Cholisse. Michael Payne is 
developing a nice, concistertworld here; ne 
in which there is « good.economc reson for 
morphs, Society is what has to deal with 
the resuls of the economy. want fo learn 
more about it, More and mere rm seding the 
physical Chelisee through Phil Bolton’s 
eyes. 


Jim Greatsure has fun at the cons. Lusky fellow 


Ven heh: 7 nase Ceracany 57 LER DMAOE! 2 
furry word? If you'regoingto lear, learn froma mas: 
tex. Ioundl the ending abit tcoambiguous, butctherwise 
a goodstory. Nice ure of mulliple meanings for “tender 
Toin’. Dean johnson’s“Boudoi" made a good facing page 


‘The Price of Admission” — ooh, that lady packs a 
‘wicked left (Anda bur-a-dvight! Ahem) That bathing 
steol looks like it might be practical. 1 wonderif anye 
‘ore’s built ene. 

Hay, Nitrocoon's stating tone cones, Ralph, De 
care? No. Am I having fun? Yes 

Vd forgotten that Jeremy Kidd writes as well es draws 
‘Chvioutly his protagonist in “An Eerorin Spellirg” nea 
ceda spell checker. On the other paw, someddbts are a 
pleasure to pay, if exhausting. But what did the de- 
mens do for arith? 

Tm going tobe very careful sbout swatting sleepy-eyed 
Duss in the future 


Did youknow that not very longage, the devitoh litte 
construction worker would have lit the fuse with a Ta 
citer? 


saved commenton “Happily, Ever After’ to zt fora 
reason. That is some of the most powerful writing I've 
seen in Yarj! The story reached in, grabbed my emotions, 
and pulled. hope ve see many more tories byTim Sus 


From Erie Hinkle of Northampton, PA: 


Yay! Another great iseue in number’ 
And to quotespecifics.. 


1) Loved the cover! Monika Livingstone 
never faile with her toop-nctch fury 
art. Lisa Fennaco, Anthony Waters, and 
Dean Johnson's pieces were goad too— 
Jets see some more fram these people! 


2) “Allentown”. Right on, Roz! She 
‘mutthave lived out here, tolzow what 
its like for steehworkers and thei fam- 
ilies. I don’t know if {can agcee with 
her view of the unions, thoxgh — I 
heard stores of what it vas lke when 
they went into Bethlehem Sted. Before 
it was over, they called out the state 
militia. Sounded like a scene from Ace 
of Spades 

3) And talking aboutthe Ace of Spades, 
looks like the end is near, ek? I like 
mosteverybedy in the story, sof couse 
they'll all die or be maimed or whatev- 
cx.U1L missthem. Yarf! will jistseema 
Title poorer without them. ah well 
legos on 


(Continued or page 6) 
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Patten’s Pontilicattons 


by Fred Patten 


’ ‘orph fandom is doing jastfine in its ownlittle 
‘world. However it often seemsas though it is 
‘unknownand or misunderstoodby the broader 

society of “fandom in general”, which has the notorious 

stereotype of usas a group of mental adolescents who 
slaver over funny-animal pornography. 


Two articles have just appeared that present a much 
morefavorable and accurate description of us. Both are 
writen by majorpeacttioners in ourfield, and are praba- 
ply as comprehensive as they can be without geting = 
detailed as to become boring to gneral readers. 


File 770 #105, August 1994, publiched by Mike Glyer 
(5828 Woodman Avenue, apt. 2, Van Nuys, Calif 91401; 
noindividual price listed, $5.00 for5 issuss)is a 22-page 
issue of Glyer’s Hugo-winning fanzine of general comm 
rary onSP fandam, This ssue includes a three-page su 
vey of furry fandom, “Essential Refurance’, by Taral 
Wayne. 


Taral mentions the creation of the “funnyanimal” APA 
Vootie by Reed Waller and Ken Fletcher in 1976, buthe 
feels that furry fandom wasn’t really established until 
1984, when two things happened: first, Vootie died and 
was replaced by Rowrbreasle, a moresucessful "fanzine 
club” for funny-snimal artists to socialize in and nurture 
their commoninterest; and second, furry independent 
comics became 4 self-aware separate category, With 
Reed Waller and Kate Worley’s Omaha, the Cat 
Dancer, Joshua Quagmire's Cutey Bunny (in his Army 
Surplus Komiks), and Jim Groat’s Equine the Uncior 
lized. 


Tara's brief survey covers the existence of furry fanzines 
such ac Yarfl and Bestiary, the furry BESs and Furry- 
MUCK, and the social gatherings at ourownConFurences 
and other conveations such as the San Diego Comic-Con, 
which have become unofficially established as places 
where furry fans should congregate. However, after no} 
ing the successful establishment of these, he adds, “The 
one area of the funny animal field that once led ard per- 
haps lags mows fe the black arid white come.” Fle then de- 
votes a whole page —a third of the article, the largest 
single portion — to a history of the ‘morph independent 
comics since 1984, 


It seemestrangethat the bulk ofthis survey concentrates 
onwhat Taral feels may currenty be its least successful 
aspect. The roll call of evanescent titles implies that 
furry fanclom is always on the brink o! expiring. But 
there is a point to this. Taral editorializes that, while 
we may not be growing,we are not losing ground. Can- 
celled titles are always replaced by an equal numberof 
new ones. Furry fans are loyal to the gene, and deter 


‘mined notto let it die, But is this enough? “Can [furry 
fandom] grow far without more development of its public 
face, the comic book? Or 5 a professional side tr fact tr 
velevant?” Howdo we'eel aboutthis? Do we want furry 
fandom to expand, or to remain cost nostra, our own 
small. private thing? 


(There are a couple of minor erors, Equine the Uncivi 
ized ought tobe credited to Richard Konkle as well as to 
Jim Groat, Taral says that the final appearance o} 
Vootir was in 1984, and that, “At almost the moment 
Vootie passed away, Marc Schirmeister brought into 
bbeinga new APA, called Rowrbrazzle.” Vootie #37 was 
published in February 1983 andKowrbrazzle@l was pub- 
lished in February 1984, so they were actually a year 
apatt, although Taral is correct in that Schirmeister, a 
Vootie member, tried for several months to keep Vooti 
‘Boing before giving up and creating Rowrbrazzle as a re 
placement for #, So there was a direct continuity between 
the to) 

‘This favorable survey would benoteworthy if it werenot 
overshadowed by the almost simultaneeus publication of 
a twelve-and-a-half-page analysis ina "Special Furry 
Fandom Issue" of Phlogiston (#3), the 43-page fouth 1994 
Isgue;published by Alex Heatley, P. O. Box 11-708, Man. 


caanee 


Phlogiston 


ners Strect, Wellington, New Zealand; NZ$3.00 or 
'USS6.00) The File 770survey is for those whe wantonly 
1 brick description af furry fandom. The Phlogiefn ne 
depth aricle is fer those who want to know hat fury 
fandomis really about. (And Phlogiston sl includesade 
ditional cussions of furry fandom ints letters column) 


This is actually two articles, oneby JeffersonSwycafler 
and one by Craig Hilton, Swrycaffers article is itself in 
two parte. He first defines "Furry Fandom” as “the cr- 
aris appreciation and aicsemination of er and proce 
Fegarding “Furies” or fictional manmalion anthropo- 
‘morphic characters." Ater briefly tracing its fascination 
back to prehistoric tribal shamanism and the mythology 
OF Egypt and Greece, Swycafer analyses its aitraction in 
thee psychological and behaviorist motifs: the desire 
Jor comneancation with animals, the release of the ine 
‘tinct for sexual atvaction, and the release fora kind of 
Dareniing instinct, with the fatter Ia effects beng trig 
gered by visual cis. The scond partis a survey, which 
'Salmestas longas Taral’s antite pice in Fle 770, of the 
‘more notable characters and titles in anthrepomorphic 
Comics of the past fiteen year, 


Craig Hilton’s even longer “Insiders View from the Out- 
side” isa masterfl description and history furry fan- 


dom, especially since Hilton keeps apologizing for his 
lack of knorsledge dicto his isolation in Westen Aus- 
tralia. The only gap that Tse is in his admitied igno- 
ance as to exactly when and how the tradition of fuery 
roumpartes with those noterousblack sketchbooks gt 
Started at fan convartions and that i covered isthe dis 
‘ussionsin Phlogiston #41. Hilton has facts here that I 
dat know, suchas that the specific term "Furry Fan- 
“ean” was buing usedin fanznes a5 early as 1983 As good 
fs Taral’s and Swycaffer's ales are, they are almost 
‘uperfhuousnextto this seven-page history, which gene. 
fly gives the same information in gretar and more ax 
inet detail. In genen this could appear in the Encyclo 
pelia Britennice asa definitive summary of the entite 
cope of Fury Fandom. 


Weniceto now that there isa favorable review of mor- 
ph fandomin File 770 #105, but unless you're collecting 
vary publication with even a slight reference to ow 
Bout in Hy youdontneed this, Phfogiston #40, on the 
‘ther hand, should be read by everyone whois sergusly 
Interested ina comprehensive and intelligent depiction 
of furry fandom — oF who wants one nhand te show to 
Sequantances who ask, "What do yousee in that Furry 
serstuff?” Inaddition fo the writing, Pllogiston is wel 
illustrated with a dozen eximples of the art of such 
leading ‘morph cartoonists as Hilton himself. Taral 
Wayne, Ken Fletcher, Chris Grant Steve Gallacdi 
‘Teeumy Yure, and otters 


Incidentally, the useof the tem “Furry Fandom” by both 
Hike 770 and Phlogiston is a strong atgument tat this 
has become the stancard mamefor ourgenre, whether we 
like i or not — although theve is not yet any standard- 
{zation ar te whether the words chow be capitalized 


CChonus Skating, by Alan Dean Foster. New York, Warner 
Books/Aspect, October 1994, 344 pages, $5.99; ISBN 0- 
$95-362379. 


‘Authors — and reviewers — of long-runningseries have 
the problem that, when new tiles are ‘oo similar to pre 
vious volumes, the reaction tends to te, "Ho, hum, the 
Same old stuf.” But when they are too diferent, there 
are complaints that, “This it the series that every- 
body knowsand loves”, rather than congratulations for 
originality 


Chorus Skating is the eighth* of Fester’s Spellsinger 
novels. The first six, published between 1983 and 1986, 
related the adveniures of Jon-Tom Meriweather, a 
Inuman warna-be rock guitars, in a fonny-anioal uni 
verse where musiches magical powers. Each novel fe 

tured Jor-Tomand his lovably grumpy sidekick, Mudge 
the otter, cna quest to save the world from some dite 
‘menace. There were plenty ofcolorfl supportingcharac- 
tess, suchas a rabbit riverboat gambler and a parrot pi- 
rate, The series was skillful blend ofhumor light ad- 
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venture, and a threat of serious danger. Foster apparent- 
ly deciéed that he was finished with the series with 
the sixth volume, because he very pointedly wrapped wp 
all the looseends and geve ita happily-everafter cat 
clusion 


When Foster revived the series in 1993, he got around, 
that conclusionby setting Son of Spellsinger eighteen, 
years later, and starring the teen-age children of Jon-Tom, 
and of Mudge. (Reviewed in Yar/!#26,) It was nice tosee 
the series back, but the teensjustdidn’thave the charis- 
ma of theie parents 


Now Foster has retuned tons formula, with all of the 
plussesand minasesthat this means. He has foundan 
amusingand plausible excuse to bring Jon-Tom and Mudge 
back: they are having a mid-hfe crisis, and want to 
prove to themselves that they are not tco old to goad- 
venturingany miore.Teir goal is tohave justa Util ad- 
venture, not muchmore than a camping tip. But before 
they reilize it, they are joiningin the rescueof a heauti- 
ful princess — make that a whole bevy of beautiful, 
headstrong ‘morph princesses — from a brigand lord. 
Events escalate from there until, once again, they must 
save the whole world from an ominous disaster. 


The pars of Chorus Skating are greater than the whole. 
Jon-Tomand Mudge are their oldselves, and Spellsinger 
fans will delight to have them back. There are colorful 
new characters, ouch as the half-dozen richly dressed 
princesses mongoose, lynx, gorilla, etc.) who are not used 
to roughingit during their rescue; Lieutenant Naike, the 
harried commander of the mongooseroyal guards who 
finds himself expected to rebum each of the princesses to 
her ownkingdom; Silimbar, the tamarin traveling mer 
chant; and manymore. There are exotic new locals, like 
tho dolia city of Mashupro, consisting of self aware 
houses enstilis that canwalk about at their dwellers’ 
commands. Andthe individual adventures that Jon-Tom, 
Mudge, and their companions eccounterare reasonable 
and wel-handled. 


However, the overall tone of Chorus Skating makes it @ 
comparitively weak novel. The basic premise, of two 
middle-aged heroes coming out of retirement to convince 
themselves that they still have what it takes, may be 
heart-warming, but it lacks the drama of he earlier ad- 
ventures. The world.threatening — aay, universe 

threatening — disaster that eventually materializes is 
the most implausible in the whole series. As a serious 
menace it ranks with Dr. Soran in Star Trek: Genera- 
tions. It also feels like it was tached onjustbecause Cho- 
rus Skating woulda’ tbe true to the Spelisiager formula if 
it didn’t end with a threat tothe whole world. Asa re- 
sult, Chorus Skoting doern’tbuild toa climax az muchas 
it Fizales out. 


I's been nice to be with Jon-Tomand Mudge onceagain, 
but maybe it would be best to laave ther in happy retire 
ment NOW. e 
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erybody’sfavorite “space furries’, the Thalend? Tmiss 
Marta and the Haiuts 


Lastly, if youwwant somemoreamateut stories at Yarfl 
‘why not try putting the occasional picture in and chal 
lenging the readers to comeupwith a story that best goes 
with i? Youcould give the winner a fre issue of Yarftas 
a reward. That should raise come interest! 

So long and good fuck. 

And last butnotleast from oneof our zegular contributors, 
Roy D.Poundell: 

Hidey! 

What's this? Deadly, explosive bugs volatile nevtsand 
sinister, insidious plots between characters to do each 
‘other in? (Why wasn't invited?) 

T hadn't had as much fun with an issue of Yar, sine 
that first oneacons ago. It kinda reminded me of that 
coyote road runnorcarioon in which ol Wile [et loose 
all those deltz-winged sticks of dynamite. Funny how 
‘with 2 lit fuse, they only exploded on centact) 


‘Tore another newt on the fre for me. e 


Deadlines (We really mean it this time.. 


Remember, the deadlines listed are not written in stone, 
and are subjecito change without notice — bearing that 
Jn mind, though, we would like to point out that we are 
goingto be more rigorous about them in the future. (A 
{Good rule of thumb torememberis that deadlines for up 
omingissues are the last day of every ever-numbered 
month.) Yarflis, after all, a hobby, not a professional 
publication — the staff has resl lives that accastonally 
Interfere. We de encourage people to do this at hme... 


#36: 30 April 1995 _*#39: 31 October 1995 


937: 30June1995_——_‘#40: 31 December 1995 
31 August 1995 #47; 29 February 1996 
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‘Before I could so much as glance back tthe stoze, hower- 
f,a passing panther purred oudly at me,a brash teen in 
1 black leather jacket and black jeans —if his slightly 
‘dappled fer and his clothes had nct been of different 
shades of black, I might have taken him for a shadow. 
“Bucy Saturday night?” ho arled pleasantly, hie care 
perked, Eyes of amberroamed over my body and stopped 
at places 1 rather that they hadn't 


“Lum, yeah, Tam, sorry" felt a ttle guilty seeing 
his ears dreop —butnotmuch.It would have beenfar too 
awkward tp ty t0 explain my circumstances. Besides, I 
did have plans for Saturday, though not of my ownde- 
vising. 


sighed quietly, relieved, when he continueddownthe 
rll. My T-shirt rustled uncomfortabiy against my chest 
asl did so,a little tight. Reminded of my business,1 
shifted my shirt a Bit, then stepped quickly toward the 
store before found another reason to delay. 


Despite my anxiety the store di its best tobe warm and 
inviting. Sef musiewafted fominside, a tunethat I did 
not recognizedirectly butthat played games oftag with 
snatchor of halt-remombered melodie, Within and in 
front of the glass window front, Isaw notthe expected 
‘mannequins butsmall oaken tables set with chessboard 
tiles and a few mugsof coflee that smelled sweet and 
ich 

took a hesitant step toward the stor, then arther. Fi 
nally, I sunmonediny courage and walked inside, trying 
tolook as casual a5 Icould about i, despite the fact that 
amy legs all quivered 

Aortoise-shell cat was at my side almost immediately. 
‘She looked meaver, her orangeeyes intent, and then she 
broke into a warm smile, “Hello,” she said, almost 
purring. My nameis Isolde, Welcome to TKI&i! What 
{ay To for yon toy?” 

“L.-umun just looking” Istammered. 

“AIL tight!” she said cheerfully, “It you see anything 
yyoulike, tet me know and Il help you with it!” Wit 
that, she glided behind a table, picked upa clipboaré, 
and started makingmarks onthe top shect, apparently 
tating inventory. 


I slowly padded around the racks of clothing, teingcare- 
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ful lest my hindbody knock one over. I lifted a fen 
sleeves, locked at them agsint my clouded Jepar. 
spated fu, stroked ay fingertips over the set fabric 
Everything looked nite. but! couldntenvision any of 
con myself Admiting defeat, lealled lalde back over 
Sejoined me witha cheerful expression. "Yes, na‘an” 
“im looking for something formal — something sppro- 
priate to wear toa ball,” I confessed. "But Imnetoureex 
Elly what. Tve never done this before” 

Jsold nodded, and eked thoughtful fora moment "Yu 
dor'tneed anything fr..down there, dayou?” she ind 
cated my hindbody” 

1 shook my head. “ don’t think so, Unless you have 
something formal that tsa ‘aur down there?” 

“Well, noting that’ intended to,” she said. “Thovghii 
yoo wanted something I suppose cule find 

‘that’s allright" T interrupted, hal forcing o smile 
“TVjust see what you have; Fm sue itil be fe.” 

‘She nodded and poired acros the store. “I think Ihave 
something tat “woald look just perfect on you over 
there" she aid. “Folow me” 

Carefully, Ipadded ater her, glancingaboutat the di 
ferent clothes, [fat horbly uneareol mye — mostly 
‘because I hadn't been female long, and had no concept o 
how toshop forcothes fora female. It was amusing na 
‘way. Magieran rampant through this place Iwas onl 
paturl that [should eventual be caught, even ft as 
justa tease om a fiend 

Gender-swapping was, however, an interesting way o 
showing tnenalyafeton, I used with abit ofa chock 
Te. Atleast he'd offered to swap me Bick if Tshowed 
to2 formal ball like this —hencemy seed ora new out 
ft Border, shift this, found iy clothes chafing 
in arange paces 


‘Meanwhile, Isolde rifled through a ack of wats suite 
ly. She pulled one part way out, consideredit, looked 
Yack at me, and putit back, shaking her head. Her fin- 
sgersdanced a few eutfits down and stopped at black one 
With gold tm. Paling it partway ous sie eyed me, then 
the vest again. “Here, hold this,” she sald, handing it 
anda bel she snared froma rack to me. Tentatively, T 
took them. Tassels dangled from the belt into the fur et 
ny arm, tickling slightly. 

looked the vest over and tied vaialy to imagine it 
ie while Isolde mushed over to a rack of blouses ard 
‘danced repidly between thesn and me, pulling them ext 
Seemingly at random, and rejecting them for nostonger 
purpose Justwhen [fically gave up oncreating a mental 
Image of the vest onme, Solde triumphantly took a 
osse fully from the rack and paraded over with it 
“Take thi” she sti, "Dressing roomeare over there, 1 
vant youto try these on, while I get some accessories 
ready for you” 


Slightly temused at the whole process I retired to the 
ressing om she indicated, which vas, fortunately 
spacious enough even for a ‘taur. It ought to be simple 
fcnough I told myself as I stripped off my shit. The 
House goes on frst Then the bet. Then the vst. 


‘When I ried to bution the Bouse, I found that the butors 
were putenthe wrengway. [almost id something, butl 
realled from somewhere that ladies’ blouses did have 
tnttonsonthe “wrong” side, I muttered someting about 
upid customs.and Inboriorsly fastened the garment. 
‘wrapped the cordteltaboutit, trying to fasten the buck- 
Ie and managethe tasels which insisted on ging every 
‘which way. The vest was far more ceoperative. 


Finally dressed again, 1 timidly ventured out of the 
rom. "How bad is i" 1 asked Isolde when I caught 
sight of her 

“Bad?” She grinned. “You look absolutely gorgeous! 
Here; put these on too.” The shopkeeper presented me 
with a hodgepodgeof bead and pearl bracelets, Morere 


Caleitrant tassels dangled from them. and promply ta 
fled when the bracelets transferred tomyhand, "Goon 


she said, sing mehesitate “It won't hur 


Slowly, I unkmotted the bracelets and slipped them one 
at a Hime onto my left wrist. Meanwhile, I elt Tsolée 
busily doing something or oer to my tal. “Almost fi~ 
ished,” she said, walking up alongside me again. Her 
hrandé cid something around my neck, fastening it in 
back, 


“Levshave a look a it” she said, lending meover foam 
ornate mirror. Timidly, 1 peered into it — and was = 
prised at what I saw. The biouse was a morelacy affair 
than Td thought, the half-length sleeves nigh 
transparent. The vest contrasted nicely with i, and the 
{ld tim eparkled. A phoerix pendantadomed a choker 
‘S myneck while a Hbbon wrapped dbeutmy ail. Isolde 
fassed with myhaic abit, drawing it over my shoulder. 


“What do you think: che setad, 


A hint of a purr escaped my throat, “It's very nice” I 
‘ail softy. Then with a smile, Tadded, “I think ever my 
friend willbe impressed.” 


Isolde looked pleased, “Really,” she sad ina tone that 
wasn’t quite a question. "'m glad you like it” She ad= 
jusedthe seve a litte, and "helped" herby primping 
Abt, gazing into the mirror. Satisfied with herarange= 
ment ofthe blouse, she stepped back a itle, “Is there 
anything more Ian get you?” 


“No Ts 


his i lovely. Tank you 


“It was my pleasure,” she replied. “Will The seting you 
here again?” 


"Oh, aye,” 
coud Ino” 


sald, leoking at her in the mirror. “How 


Neat time, ough, I thought, Yd rather do it male. 1 
Slanced at my reflection. Or pthape not. 
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Business ofcustom-making “rtter” forthe sflvet. 

This, they told me, mademe special. Although the 
modified animals Gene-corps made lad no rights ia 
sy diecton at all Iwas alowed to besel-edacated, 
fasta longas I diet complan when Thad tobeidover 
znd take the pain, 


suppose] sound bit embitered aboutthose who cate 
forand esd to bull m nota pet event Laetwhat 
they call a “morphed” female ane They sed my 
‘reas shat only wo remained and tse were pt on 
ay chest. They were pulled up with plasma inplans 
tothe point that Ihave ecational fnckehee, They 
fold me that myname was o be Oliva. I dont ow 


1 sas eld during the filth anniversary of Gene-corps’ 


Animus 


Shean By Nat Brogden 


What its tke tobea slave, l guess Mf grindingbitter 
res towards the humans was well hicden, 0 that not 
‘ten Genecorpsshrinks could detect i As far as any- 
ne was cencemed, was happy to be here, no vorie, 
problem, how ean [serve ya, master, 


1 was delivered ina white van tomy owner tod that 1 
as lucky to not be delivered ina cryotank like earer 

Roel. Another reminder ol tor lucky Iwas tovealive 
“The guy who came downfrom the poth residence looked 
ke 8 aadeyed pudgy farmer with a face that was be 
‘gimungtosagand wrinkle. 1igured he was forty-five or 
SS: His sone was Jehu Keer, and he kept saring at 
rethe whole time the delivery man was goingover the 
etal of my ditary needs, He wasw looking at methe 
Way a thousand other male fumans dig, with boing 
last but asf [were an goldenart object edged up fom 8 
tam, Maybe ts guy woulda beso ba, I tough 


After the release papers were signed, the delivery man 
Grove otf eaving me wilh the Human Who wuld rule 
‘ny Ife. Be seemed kind ennughas he introduced hia 
self. He bept looking at my’ face instead of my tits, 
Which helped me hope fora truly civil master. His 
ouse was huge! Two stories high, with a least twenty 
five rooms. Why would enefuman want somuch space 
for himeel?? 


1 was dung ourhelC-hour tour of his place that 1 elt 
the warning bells goof in ny head. The feeling of dane 
fr didn't come frorahim, but froma rom, the aneroan 
bre didn’t show me-1 almost asked hi what was wrong 
Wes that particular Foom, but leneckes mysell. 1 almost 
nade a big mistake, asking hin somelhing ike that 

least the onesthat Linon, don'trealze that 
odified” or otherwise, cansensethiags that 
mane dent soem detect 


Tread ina bookabest unusual phenomena — that farm 
snimal, for instance, would get really jittery and ner 
tose hour or days bore an earthqurke hit the area 
‘That stnebook ted about dogsthat barked at walls and 
empty hallways. and cats that fled from stemingly 


‘empty rooms Was it possible, ealized with a chill, 
that my anlmal qualities helped me feel the theeat be 
Ihind the elose¢ door? Could tll Joshua that? He ap- 
parerely didn’t notice my woriedexpresion, He Kept cn 
‘Walkang and talking, geting furter avvay from he gy 
nored room, sol totted overto his side, thankful forthe 
srowingsense cf safencss. Yd have to give that place a 
Closerlook. I promised myself. 11 was to live here for 
the rest of my fe, T wanted to know every inch of this 
howe 


Joshua was astonished at my abilly to spot twoconfict- 
ighids of decorin the howe, ontkind dealing with art 
‘deco pieces the other with glorious, detailed paintings 
fof flowers. I also smelled slight hints of perfume here 
land Here. When I asked him if there was someone lee 
living with him, he shook his head, saying noting 
‘while ooking away fromme, 


1 spotted a gold-famed photograph on the fireplace 
mont T wasfist tll enough to take ie dawnfor a Beer 
Took, She was 1 pretty, sweetfared blonde. ding by 
the quality ofthe picture, guassatit was a least afew 
years old, Under the picture wasan oval emblem with 
Ihe words “Best Beloved. 


“Tosh 


“Its meneyoulnow.Putthat back” The scoldingtoneof 
his voce jolted me, but l dict chow i 


1 sid, "Who i this” 


‘When putthe picture back where Ifoundit, Joshua was 
standing too desebshind mefor cenfortwhie string at 
ime, When I locked at fis face, Inow eyenas cold se @ 
tond's After we leaned and put anay the dishes, Joshua 
sad as ne to go toed, Thad beenvwating for that 


Pega 


And at feast tried io keep straight face ash Ind meto 
Hs bedreom It fumed cutto be next to the mystorcus 
room GreatAs he undrosed! realized that 1 aidot 
fave any clothes except what Twas weating, Whes I 
Pointed tls out he sald to uae one of his bnkuobes T 
ent tote dresere pont to, Wien I pulled outa ce 
{idealy feminine riggown and looked at hin with coe 
taled brow, his face wentcold again fet twas bat 
totto putonthat ail, sol slipped ints biek Keno 
Aragon roo instead. We both clined into bed but not 

happened vihen the lights. weet out exept fr his 
trim cuingaroundinein asaddleheld he way ate 
ia holdea teddy ben. 


Many humans dos‘t realize this, tut human hominess 
thas a kind of musiy smell tit. Tomelled only litle of 
that from him. Ozd how he didn't make any moves 
re. My critter model, with all myiatelligenc: implants 
and breast modifications, had to runabout thirty thoa- 
sand dollars. Thats slot ofeash tospend onjusts dey 
pet. Maybe there was moreto him than [had cynically 
presumed. Tere almost always was with humans. 


After a helt-hour of waiting, [heard a rating. intermit- 
{ent snore. Good. I didn’t want him hearing me bumping 
sound inthe nextzoom. The plush carpeting nthe Nall 
and my bare feet kept my sneaking quiet 1 could only 
hear my cwmbreathing, could only fel the fear fant 
feels as he sees a tornado snaking towards him. When 
that dooropens, I trought a1 stoodin front the room, 
will giant clawed boogeyman hands yank me inside? 
Will the door be gone, aspikea pit the only thing tosee 
‘efore I fall in? These were only rambling, childish 
thoughts, Butfear ofthe dark makes children of usall, I 
‘ess. 1 tcuched the doorknob with my fingertips, then 
Sid my ond around the knob. Clenching my teeth, 1 
pened the door ard faced the darkness 


then felt like a farmer who's standing right next toa 
landscape filing tornado, My ears sviveled around bust 
couldn’thear a bumpin the dark. Ipawed the wall fora 
Iight-switeh and, having found it, readied myself for 
the blood-stained room: 

ght 

Nothing, Justa der-like room. I would have felt disap- 
pointed if I hada't been still scared. The read, the 
Inowledge that something was amiss grew until it al- 
ost felt like mist on my fur. That's when T saw the 
‘oman suddenly appear. A transhucent blonde jumpicg 
bick towards maas if she hud been sartled. Lyipped in 
suprise Holding myhand ever my mouth, I jumped back 
into the ballway. 

She was gone. Thea she jumpedbackwards again. And. 
again. And again. It dawnedon meby degreesthat Lvras 
looking at four seconds of one occurrence ike a film 
that’s plared overand overagain, There was action, bit 
nosound I took five replays formeto muster the courage 
to examineher. As{ crept into the room, Joshua's ering 


bbeingan accorancethat Twoulda’thecaught,Idscover 
Ut this four-second show was three-dimensional. As! 
Walked around her, [gotto see who she was and what i 
as that made her ‘all backwards, 
Tt was the woman inthe goldframed photo. 1 couldn’ 
see anything but her, butt looked like someone had 
fired a gurat her lace. With a bright, silen! gunshot 
flock in her face, a powederbumed hole plugged into hes 
feshead, the back of her hesd opening up. Fortunately 
nothing mere couldie seen in that minute death-scene 
‘This apparation must have been what humans all a 
gost” or “animus”. 1 founc-ayselllalking to her ou 
loud, 


"Who did this to you?" I didn’t expectan answer, Hell, | 
stil wasnt completely sure what Iwas looking a 


1 was on the fifteenth repeat that J noticed a slight 
change in the transparent vieman; the eyes, ones looking 
thor attcher, were ow fixed on mes 


“Oh, shit" I whispered. This is not real, Itold mysel. 
never would have guessed that something so seemingly 
harmless could be s frightening 


Bat all she did was give methe look of some i 
bearable pain, as if she were beggingme to save her, 
Someonekilled me, he looped vision seemed osay, and 
yyoumust help me 


Who could have killed her? Joshus had denied her very 
existance and therefore denied her death. That one fact 
‘made me cometo a concusionthat T didn’t want to even 
think about, This ghost still haunted the houe of her 
ile. Small wonderhe skipped over this room during 
the housestour, This would explain shy he porchazed 
me; “morphs” as they like toll my kind, den’thave 
any rights. He could ill me and, if derstand the laws 
concerning Gane-corps “products” get away with justa 
Slop om the waist 

‘She was stil staring at me when I came to another ae 
lion; if allthis isso, then what will happen tome? I 
can't toll anyone what I caw, cepecally no Joshua, 
‘Would Tend up lke her, endlessly dying, forever suffer: 
ing? Hate ad fear of my owne switled around iside me, 
Ruming away wasne option. They woaldeither destroy 
rmeon the groundso! “trreparably faulty thinking”, oF 
send me back to Joshua, who would do me in for sure. 
There had tobe a way outof this, I pondered as left the 
Indy alone to dic again in the dark. Tslept Ite with 
dread about my futurealmost making me 

Inthe moming at the kitchen table, I could only pick at 
the special nutrient coraal thet Geneoope provided for 
rier Buyers. I found it difficult even te look at Joshua, 


“You're not hungry?"he asked. He looked at me quizzi- 
cally. "You'e nat sick are you?” 


“Uh. [just had... sary dreams last night” 


are a: 


Foam caakegaae cer MR Re i oo 
and said "What were those dreams about?” 


I wanted to yell at him, exclaim that T knew all about 
his dirty little secret, ut had to keep quiet. My self 
imposed silence to cover my ass had started te chew at 
sy nerves. had to ansiverhim, though. What could] 
say that wouldn't sound ikea ie? 


“Olivia?” 
(Ot, damn it all, I thought, “T dreamt about ghost.” 


Raising an eyebrow,he mad a noncommital“Hun’ and 
sczoted his chair back to his breakfast. We didn’t say 
anything else to each other for hours, 


Joshua went out for the mail, giving me the opportunity 
to study the mystery ady’s Geath. Melling over the d= 
tails of what Isaw last night, some things didn’t mesh. 
Something sbout the positon af her hands bothered me 


‘She was geing through the same motions as T sumed an 
the lights. Having already witnessed her death, 1 
‘wasn’t so spookedas intrigued by her. The eyes that now 
folowed every move made weren’toa my mind somuch 
asher pose atthe instant of her death, 

| str that her hands were wrapped around something in- 
visble that was as large as her arm, Something about 
the way her thumbserked downwvardjustbefore she was 
blown Baek made merealize what had really happened 
hee. Iwas almast sure what she wanted with me, but 
‘eeded Joshaa here to confirm any suspicions. 

| wasn’t suprised to sae the astonished look ons face 
when he saw mestanding in the doorway of her death- 
Ashe marched overto me, a frownonhis face, he said 
“What were you doing in thatroom?” 


Tealmly replied, “I was discovering a dirty itl secre.” 


| stepped into the roanjust as Joshua reached for my arm. 
He followed mein. He didn’t see the replaying death, 
bul did. “Best beloved” had her eyes fxed on him now. 


‘Lookinghim squarein the eye, 1satd, “What happened 
to your wife?” 


‘sylvia? I don't.” suddenly jolted by my statement, he 
‘rove as he suddenly balled up his fis 


I smiled, pleased that I finally gotpast his cold denial, 
‘and said, “TI tell you what happened tober. She died. 
[esause of you.” 

His face flared into instant red-flushed rage. ‘What the 
fuck ate you talking about? I didn't put a gunto her 
head!” 


1 sighed. “Humans are social creatures, Miste Keller 
‘When they are rejected or ignored by their mates, they 
candle of loneliness like someanimals of the (crest, You 
kulled her, butnot with a gun. You killed her with your 


Rc al 
[is fists rleesed into limp hands, I had hit home 


Thats it, ice tit? Didn't che Isave  notensarhy to tell 
youwhy she did herself in? {understand humans are 
prone to do that before they kil themesives.” 


He wamn’t nixt to me anymere, He war in @ blood 
spattered roam reading Sylvia's suicide note over and 
lover It washis denial that her death was the result of 
his apathy, the same tke-butaotgive attitude that he 
used enme that kept ber in this room, She coulda’t take 
Deingtreated like an cbect,sowhen she died he decided 
to buy a femele that, according to law, twas an abject. 
wonderedthat if Ididn't find suthie litle Ne, would] 
be the next one to pull he trigger on mysel?? 


He sooncameback tothe present Falling tohis knees, he 
wat too ctannedto even ask mehow ound out the trath 
His face was wet with tears at he whimpered, “Sylvi- 
aaa..." I foundit had to fed sorry for him. At first. 
‘Onething that humansfail to understand aboutmy kind 
is that with their giftof intelligence, we comprehended 
that the valueof companionship goes beyond mere breed 
ing urges orpeck-hunts Hlow iteni that oneas young as 1 
swouldhave to leach another so old ar he about such a 
simple thing 

Ashe wopt,25 I hold him while he moumed, 1 noticed. 
that Syloia bad disappeaced, pechape happy vith the 
resuls she had wrought I couldn't say then whether he 
«oul change for the batter at al. Id like to think so. He 
‘wasstill my master, ard he necied me really needed me 
‘Row. Maybe later we would bemore than just servant and 
master, There's no telling. Nothing is certain in this. 
world 


Humans are, after al, always odder than anything, or 
nye, that comes from a factory. 
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SUCH A BURNING DESIRE 
PART ONE 
BY MICHAEL PAYNE 


“Quitting time, love.” 
“Yeah, yeah.” Chelisse flipped a few pages in her note- 
book, sreshe had a note somewhere about the malted 
glass. 

Lorenz's paw appeared and genily took the notebook 
“Eighteen o'clock, Chelisse, Time or all good weasels to 
punch out and gohome.” 

“Til Iet all good weasels know.” She snatched for the 
notebook but mel empty air, Lorenza bit too fast; she 
sighed, swiveled her chair arouncand gave him alittle 
glare: nota big glare — he hada doneanything but be 
cute so far — bura glare nonetheless, “As for me,” she 
went on, “Fin has personally promised to shave me as 
bald a2 he i if Idon’thave something about thie tron 
case on is desk in the morning." She held out a pave 
“So, if a certain kitty cat would rather notjoin mein my 
hairlessness...” 

Lorenzribbed his chin. “Well, I wouldhhate to seethis 
lovely pelt damaged.” He set the notebook into her 
claws, “don’t sce what the hurry is; you're been work 
ing on this for, what, three weeks now without a single 
clue?” 


Cheliste couldn’tkeep her lips from pullirg back. "Yes, 
thank you somwseh for reminding me how well Ive been 
doing.” 

His ears twitched. “Chalise, you know I didn’t —" 


"How three more ski resorts have bumed to the ground 
while I've stoodhere without, as youso eloquently put 
it, a clue. How the local business groups,the city counel, 
the press, and oar Very own furless leader have been 
breathing downmy neckior the past month to get this 
clown before the first snow falls and we have to worry 
about people being up at hose resorts. How everything, 
I've done leads me right back to nothing, and how over 
joyed! am to bea part of this wonderful organization we 
call EMS!" 

Lorena’sears and eyes flickered downfor a second, then 
came up beck up. T'm sory, Chelisse. Is there anything I 
can do te help?” 

And he just looked so eamest his brow eyes so soft and 
sweet, she coulde’tkeep her anger from trickling away. 
‘Not feally, love” She biew outa breath. "Goon home. 
One of us might as well get some use out of that Bed 
tonight” 


He took her paw, pressed it to his lips. “That's what 
happens when you'rethe best, youknow.They keep giv 
ing you the cases no one cle would have achance with” 


With a snort she spunher chair back around, shoulders 
tightening at the paperwork spread over her desk. "'d 
sather be working thet missing hid thing you got today, 
get outin the streets, nose arounda litte. ‘This stuff” she 
tossed her notebook into th: mess, “ust makes me gap” 


“Well, verap your arsonist up, then.” She heard him 
padding toward the dooe."We'vejuststarted the search 
forthe McTeaguegiel, andT'd beglad to have you onthe 
team.” 


She gave him a look over her shoulder. 
leaving?” 


"1 was indocd.” He blew a kins from the doorway. “Now 
stop freting. You'll do fine, Chelsse. Youalways do.” 
‘And he disappeared around the comer. 


“Yeah, yeah" She tumedback tothe desk tothe paper: 
‘work, tothe impossible: sx ski resorts in the mountains 
‘west of Coxehill buming to the grcund in the last month 
With nochemical residue, nobits of any incendiary de- 
vice, nothing butcharred wood, malted glass, and half 
slagged beams justlike exery other structrefire she'd 
ever investigated. 


Except that these six weren’t like any structure fires 
she'd ever investigated. Her ownobservations, the de- 
scriptions from the fie crews, the story she'd gotten kom. 
the five cocurity guarde who'd escaped the lst incident 
earlier this week, all pointed to a fire that had as0- 
lately engulfed each building, spreading hot and fast, 
destroying the resorts within a matter of minutes... 


And then justdying out. Inall six ases, nothing had gone 
‘upexcept the resorts themselves, Even at Pine Summit 
Where the forest grew right up toone side of the main 
chalet, nota single tree had been touched, fourslightly 
singed pinecones ll Chelisse had been able to find. She 
hhad ther in a box on the shelf beside her desk. 


It had to be some sort of beam weapon, some speeder or 
other, agitating the walls at a molecular level till the 
heat buld-up made the whole place spontaneously x= 
bust. Ard while she could almost smagine rome not 
stomping around the woods with a microwave speeder, 
blasting at ski resorts for grins, a microwaver coulde’t 
tumthe fire off the way these fires had apparently been 
doused. 


‘Weren't you 


perry 


boas Pe brag y samira bamnabanie iinasentant wah eect we 
started them, and Kinelickers were so damn expensive 
and unwieldy, there wereexactly twoof them onthe en- 
tite planet: one downtown at the Coxekill fire. dopart- 
‘ment —rusting she had seen when she'd looked it over 
two weeks ago, because the city couldn’tatford to power 
it up—and the other halfway around the warld in the 
cold weapons depot at Port Barnaby, sitting as it had for 
sixty years, Colonel Mortimer had personally sssured 
her, under triple magnetic locks and constant guar 


‘And thet was that: she couldn’tfigure cut any way for 
this to behappening, yet it wentonhappening while she 
sat here staring at pieces of paper. At least no one had 
died yet, but the extra security hired by the owners of 
the seven remaining resorts meant more falks wandering 
around upthere. And thet meant it was cnly a matter of 


She bangeda fist against the desk and was picking wp 
her notes from the first fire again when throat cleared 
behind her, a throat she knew very well. "If it isn’t 
morning Lorenz,” she said without timing, “I dor‘twant 
tosee you" 

“But youhave a visitor.” Barely suppressed laughter 
made his voice dance. “Ifound hie lurking aboutin the 
parking lot. He insisted on seeing you.” 


Chelisse wheeled around, saw him leaning against the 
doorjamb, opened her meuth to yell at him, butsiopped 
when a familiar odor touched her nose. She blinked. 
“Stumpy?” 

“Damnation, Lissy!” The old lizard clamped around 
Lorenzand into the room, dust drifting from the ancient 
serapé around his shoulders. “Whyn’t ya set yerself wp 
where a body could find ya?" He collapsed inta the chate 
at Jeker’'s desk. "I been walkin’ since afore sundown, an’ 
Yd still be walkin’ if it hadn’ta been fer Larzy’s perfume 
hore.” He waved a claw at Lorenz, “Reeks like nothin’ 
else | know, s0 I fggered Iwas gittin’ close.” 


It was almost a physical shock, seeing him somewhere 
other than that decaying shack outin the west valley: 
she'd soonerhave expected a chank of the mountain to 
come strolling into her office. "Stumpy, what are you 
doinghere? Youhaven’t comeinto the east valley since 


“Since the las time ya dragged me down here!” His 
head snapped ever to Lorenz. "No offense, Larry: ya 
cooks a meanbuncha grub, an’ the two o'ya trated thie 
of minerbetter'n he had any right «” expect.” He tumed 
back to Chelisse and stuck out his lower jaw. "But 
damnation, Liss! I got as much right as the nex feller to 
come lookin’ forthe EMIS, ain't I” An’ here [hasta come 
practic'ly inta damn town to find ya! Ain’t comeinta 
Coxehill on mah own fernigh onta eighty years, an’ now 


‘Stumpy, look.” Chelisse forced herself ‘o stay sitting, 
PY 


‘forced her paws to undench, forced the thought of leap- 
ing over and throtling him out of her mind. "I'd love fe 
chat, elly, bu ve gota big arson case to —" 

“aint dumb gil! Tho's what 1 come talk ya about 
Christ Awmighty, the way ya goeson,a feller taint gi 
a word in edgewise! Never meta weast as tlle —~” 
“whoa, whoa, whoa.” A chill touched Chelises’s neck 
“Youlniow something about thee resorts buming down?” 
‘The licard squinted at her. “Ain't T been tryin’ say tha 
the past five rants?” 


CChelisse gritted her teeth, “Stumpy...” 


He emoked a thumb over his shoulder. "Don't I know 
them mountainsbetter'n anybody livin’ or dead? Ain't I 
seenthings up there all sudder-like as makes mah scales 
clatter, thingsas I ain't never seen in all mah bem days, 
things as didn't start turin’ up till all them fires start 
ced?” He blinked over éry black eyes. "Well? Didn't I?" 
CChelisse tried to keep her voice calm. "You've got tote 
‘me, Stumpy. Now, what kind of things? Were they —" 
“Ain’icha been lis‘nin’ Lissy? [ain't never seennothing 
like ‘em! But Tcould smell the fire, all everup there, an 
tha’s why Icome find yal ‘Cuz yer s'posed F be the 
EMS ‘ound here, aint’cha?” He pointed a shaking claw 
at her. "Well, start EMSin'!” 

CChelise had never seen the old lizard so agitated. She 
got up, movedacross the room, knelt down beside him. 
"Can you show me, Stumpy? Take me up to wherever 
they are?” 


‘Stumpy blew out a breath. “Well, of course I can! Tha’s 
‘what Jeome down here fer in the first place!” 


‘She losked at Lorenz, "You up for some radio work?” 


He saluted. “That's my job, ma'am.” He whirled onhis 
toes and marched out into the hallway. 


She tuned back to the lizard. “Se how close ca we get 
diving?” 


“Up to Bonhat’s Roundin’.From there, we'd halta hoo! 
it" He slid from the chair. "Bat I ain't about to tangle 
with this stuf: I ain't EMS, y'know, an’ I'l bedamned 
ifn Tl go back—" 

“Fine. You can stay in the car” She pulled at a desk 
drawer, rummaged around tll she founda set of car keys, 
“I justneed you to point mein the right direction.” She 
‘gestured to thedoorway. “Afteryou.” 


Chetisse followed him down the hall and around the 
‘comertil they came te the radio room." Hold ona min- 
‘ute, Stumpy.” She stuck her head in, saw Lorenz snap- 
ping lights onat the secondary console, Jekert pouring 
himself someof his dreaded coffee. She noddedto the 
squirral. “Hope you don’t mind us making yourlife more 
complicated.” 


nae a 


dene eOEEr ati, Saaiy ret. NAL eer rus Meee: 
rained his cup. and filled it again, "Aftsr sevencups of 
this, Idon’t have a problem with anything.” 


Lorenz laughed, settled the headset over his ears. "AS 
long asit doesn’ creep out of the pot and strangle me.” 


1 make no promises.” The squirrel swigged the stuff 
down, smacked his lips, and poured himself another cup. 
“Hey, ifyou don’t have to chew it, how good can itbe2” 


“No comment.” Lorenz poked a few more buttors, then 
turned o Chelise. “Well usea delta scramble pattern, 
love, starting with channel 46. That ought to keep 
Whomever's outthere from hearing us should they hap- 
pen to be xeanning out rogular fequencioe” 

“Right” Chelisse waggled a thumb at him, ducked back 
into the hallway, and collected Stumpy. “Let's go.” 

In was full night outside; Chelisse pushed past the doors 
and started down the steps, a chill in the air that could 
only be winter on the way. “Blasted weather,” she heard 
Stimpy mutter tehind her. "This ear o! yore botter have 
a heate:, Lissy, tha’s all Vl say” 

“Lsomehow doubtthat,” she muttered, tuming the comer 
and starting seress the parking let. 


"Ya what?” 


“Its right over here, Stumpy.” She pulled open the pas- 
senger coor on the least rusty groundcar hele it for hizn 
Ull the old lizard had waddled up. "You sure you'll be 
able to ind the place in the dazi?” 


He snapped a sour look up at her. “Jes' worry yerselt 
with divin’ this crate. I'll worry ‘bout gin’ ws there.” 
He clanbered upinto the long front seat. "What kinda 
greenhemn ya take me fer, askia’ questions ike that? 
Why, back in ‘04, me an’ Dingo Piece...” 

Chelisse closed the door, padded around the car, climbed 
in behind the wheel, and Stumpy was still going on: 
“..dut hell! Wasn't much could do ‘boutthat, a’ tol” 
Dingo so. Well he jes’ gimme that look o' his, an.” 
She started the car up, fipped on the lights, and pulled 
out ofthe lot. "Scuse mea minute, Stumpy.” She clicked 
the radio, grabbed the handset. “EMS 1, this is EMS 7. 
Come in, please.” 

2M 1,’ Lorenz's voice came back. "Go abead, EMS.” 


Ready to begin pattern on your mark, love.” Chelisse 
snapped the handset hack into its clip and slipped hee 
paw over the buttons for programming the scramble se- 
quence, 

“Roger that, EMS 7, Pattern in three, two, ane, mark.” 
She punched in channel 46, entered the exdefor a delta 
pattern, and took up the handset again. "EMS 1, do you 
copy?" 

The static whirled and whistled the way it always did 


in a scramble pattern, but Lorenz's voice rose clearly ou 
of it. "That 1do. I'll get somemaps pulled forthe Bon- 
hhar’s Rounding area. No doubtit looks bit diferent i 
the diel” 


“Roger that.” Chelisse slowed, rock walls catching the 
car's headlights. now, the road winding into Box Canyor 
fand the switchbacks down the aide of the elif to the 
Barrows Road. “Stumbling around those hills inthe mid: 
dle ofthe night... [don’t know, Lorenz. I'd almost say we 
should wait tl morning forall this.” 

The radio craciled. “You'd get no argument from me.” 
She tapped a claw against the wheel, sniffed the cold 
air, thought about the paperwork anher desk. "But, hey, 
if there is actually anything ovt there that relates to —” 


“Liss!” Stumpy gaped at her. “Yer not thinkin’ I made 
4 all wp, are ya?™ 


Chelisse sighed. “No, Stumpy. Its just, I mean, yes, 
you've smelled Smoke. And you've seen these things, 
whatever they are. But, well, Ws justpossible, n't, 
that they don’t have anything to de with my arson 


His gope slowly became a ecowl, then he crossed his arme 
and feced forward. “I shoulda knowed you wouldn't be 
lieve me. Jes‘ a crazy of coot,tha’s me, ain't i” 


“Stumpy...” The road was geting steeper, the switch: 
backs coming closer together. Chelisse thumbed the 
handset. “Look, Lorenz, I've get driving to do here. I'l 
call you when we get to the Rounding. EMS 7, out” She 
snappad the handset beck into its holder and concentrat- 
fed onthe road, winding first to the west, only darkness 
visible past the rocks in the headlights, then switching 
back to the east, the lights of Coxchill glowing below 
and ahead. 


Back and forth, back and forth, the lights seeming to 
Aitaw closer with each pase, till Box Canyon Road emp. 
tied anto the Barrows Road. Town stone orange and 
white about half a mile to her right, but Chelisse 
flipped on her left turnsignal, eased the car outantothe 
road, and headed into the darkness to the west. "Bon: 
hhar’s Rounding, you said2” 


Stumpy only granted, his arms still crossed in front of 
him and Chelise ttmed her atention tothe road again, 
her ‘conscionce winging just a bit. Oh, well. at least 
she'd found a way to keep him quiet, 


The cliff rushed by onthe left, ssrubpines flashing in the 
headlights to her right. Every onceina while. a dirt 
road would split off though the pines, leading downto 
the river and the shacks ofthe fow folks who stil lived 
out here, old miners or their descendants whe hadn't 
moved totownafter the mines stopped paying: Sumpy’s 
cabin onits rocky outcropping was downone of these, but 
inthe dark, Chelisse couldsvtsee the landmarks she uni- 
ally used to find it 


pane SF 


Then the cliff pulled away suddenly, metal flashing, 
shead, ard they ‘were driving outono the new bridge 
“The collapse of the Barrows Dam hed swiped ont this 
stretch of oad completely, a steam mov tumbling out of 
the earyonand into the Pari, but Harlan ander crew 
had gotten the bridge up in record éme, They'd even 
held a dedication ceremony before dawn the momingof 
the official opening al the beavers gathered, Harian’s 
buck-teeth shining # she'd fanded Crelisee the scesors 
1p eat the nibbon: flks back atthe oifce had already 
started calling it the TK. Chalisse Memorial Bridge 


Not hat the namewould appear onany map: the City 
‘Council wouldnever namea bridge after an anthrop. But 
‘Chelise sll had tose every tine she drove over it. 


at the bide, the rood stared wining up amy. fromm 
the river and into th hills, Ona sunny day with Lorenz 
anda hunch basket beside her, Celie loved ths drive 
‘fer dark, when the bends isthe road always seemed to 
Socak'uponher, however it madeher grt her teeth Ui] 
ee ja hurt 

Eventually, though, the way straightened abit, bringing 
‘em past the old wining cap, now morea picnic grad 
‘Ban anything els. The road continued into the ills to 
the minesthamselves, all Blecked up lang ago, and Che- 
lisse followed it, sii resorts and hiking tails the only 
things up Pere now. 

‘They cameto the Bsrrows Resort then ort least to the 
Dburn-outshell that was leit of it. Further ap, they 
passea Warm sprirgs Lodge, then the remain of the 
‘Wisteria Tan, the “police line rbborsstill stung across 
its driveway. Tumetfsled tothe other chalets Chelisse 
Ind visited lately, but she kept tothe main road turning 
south nowand winding along the meuntainics, rocky 
‘iffs sing onthe right anc black nothingness falling 
sway on her let 

‘ALast, the road inher headlights widenedinto a dros 
ler parking lot. Turing et and pulling intoa space she 
took up the handset. "EMS 1 this is EMS 7—comein, 
please” 


‘The radio crackled. "EMS 1 hae. Go ahead, Chaise” 
“Well we've arrived, Lorene. You got those maps up?” 
‘Right here, love.” 

‘Stand by.” Chelisse killed the engine, flicked off the 
lights, and scootedaround to face Stumpy. “Where to 


‘The old lizard grunt, a sound and shape in the sudden 
guletdarkress. “Don'treally mater, doit? Ya think Ym 
lazy, somebbe I an. Mebbe Taint Set nothin. Mebbe 


“Stumpy...” She reached over, puta paw on his shoulder, 
his seropé getty undesher pods, Ifa believe yu, 
‘would I camestumblingoxt here in the middle of the 


night” 


“Dontrightly know."Chelisse thought she saw his eyes 
dart over, “Medbeyer js’ humorn’ ol idat. Or mite 
yer yin” to get ontta that desk work hackat yor aflice 
Cain’ say as bow I knows what all goes inside that 
Drain? yers, Lisy." 

“AIL right, im sory She blew outa breath. “just, 
trying out all the angles Something's out ere, sure, but 
the question, What?” And can’t answer that urls 
Yyouhelp me Soc'mon, Stumpy.” Ste squceed his shoul. 
er again. “Don’t go all rou on me right when I raed 
you" 

Fora momente didn’t move, then she felt his shoulder 


sagslishty. “Wel if yer gornacameall over mushy 
He tumed and pointed outthe driver'side window, "Ya 
ow the Pascomb Trail” 


CChelise shuffled around, looked outinto the Rounding 
the stirlight just enough for her to fll in her memory of 
the pice: a roundpatch of coneree with onesidelooing 
‘out over the Parini valley,  powful of hiking trials 
leading upintothe mouatainsfrom the other cides. The 
ascombTral, Chelisse seemed to remembsr, started at 
the far end ofthe Roundingand weund southeast infothe 
heart of the range. She nodded, her eyes still onthe 
deshened brush the oer end of the lt 


‘Well tha’s the trail ya takes. Bout a Mick wp inta 
things ya'll come toa place where the of trails teen 
blacked hy 9 layslide.. this wore on about forty years 
agonow. The rangers, they brokea new trail ‘roundabout 
it, Batya don’ wannatake that teil Jes'scamble right 
Lup over the topo the side's whatcha do.” 

‘She looked back at him. "Come agin?” 

“On, ow, Lissy, it aint al that dificult.” His alresdy 
\weinkled snout wrinkled even futher “I goes over the 
thing all the tine.” 

“At nigh” 

Ho blinked. “Wal, no. Cain't ay ae how I've ever 
climbed ‘erin the dark” He shrugged, "But yer younger 
smebya fair pice — shouldn't be oomuch stretch an” 
is ony ‘bout tventy meters the op.” 

“Twenty meters? Up a rock slide? Inthe dank?” 

He glured at her. “Damnation, Lissy! Caia‘cha lene 


finish mah thought? Chuist Avmighy! The way ya car: 
les on yd think Twa akin’ ya” 


“Allright, al sight!” Chelise ron her lorgueover her 
teeth, tied tolick away the suddenmetallic taste “oT 
Bet up iis twerey-meter rock sie. Ihen what” 


"Well, then ya goes overthe top an’ downinta the val- 
ley back there." He sighed. “Always was mah fav'ite 
[parto'the trail an’ now ths’ the aly way Fie (oe 


‘Wait a minute" She crookeda ghamb over her shoul. 


Sie: 


enlace rye ich hehe era or igo mer aera aed 
‘meets theold one, then double back?” 


Stumpy shookhis head. “Trail useta go toundthe soxth 
side 0” Pascomb Peak, y'see, butte lan’slige blocked it 
Off 0 bag the rangershad tocutthe new tall ‘roundthe 
notth side. Ya'd hafta walk nigh onta thirty Klicks 0] 
va comet where the trails meet.” He shrugged. "T ain't 
never scan the need to do that when i's Ps’ Ii 
‘eramble over a rockfall to get in from this sib." 
“Fine.” All that paperwork was locking better and bet- 
ver "Then what? 

“Well, then yer there. Ya cansmell the fires what's ben 
bburnin’inthe valley ifn ya cain’t see ‘em, an’ all them 
"Runge sup in ther, too.” 


“About these things, Stumpy, can't yeu give me any —" 


“No!” That same anxious tone crept into his voice. “T 
oul say they was like rocks but they ain't! Teould say 
they waskike bugs but they ain’! Fould say they was 
like machines, but they ain't like no machines I ever 
teen an! Vive. redo ore crushers an? trilin’wageoe 
through bal these mountains!” He swallowed. “Wha! 1 
sconup inthat vallay, i ain’ like rothin’ I've ever een 
the like off” Chelsse could hear his teeth chattering, 
snd he drew his serape eliser aroun hime. "Ya sat 
ya had aheater in here, didn't ya?” 


CChelisse blinked for a moment, thes reached underthe 
dashboard and aultched on the heating coil 10 ta 
iself onand off, sodon't messwith it” She looked at 
Im, suddenly somehow older than she'd ever seen hi. 
*You'll.you'l beall right here by yourself, won't you?” 
He waved a claw at her. "Goon with ya, I brungya up 
sere — don't know what eleeIeould do.” 


She patted his shoulder. “You'll beable to hear Lorenz 
and me over the radio, okay?” 


Stumpy justnodded, slumped onthe seat, his serapé held 
dosed, Chelise felt a suddenchill even as warm sit 
$ogan wafting up fom beneath the dashboard. “Okay,” 
she said. “Just rest I be back quiek as Tear.” 

He didn’t respond Chelisse gave him another pat, slid 
outor the car, andopened te trunk she dugout a head 
set, slaved it to the ear's radio, fitted it over her ears 
and down to her snout. "EMS 1, this is EMS 7; comein 
please, 


Static rolled through the set, and Lorenz's voice cane 
out. "EMS 1, Go abead, EMS 7." 


Sho grabbed a tool belt, stoned # aroundher waist 
“The Pascomb Teal, Lorenz. Apparently, I'm suppecedto 
scale this landslide about 2 Kilometer in. There's a vale 
Jey back here that the tral used to passthrough. Any- 
‘hing on he map about 7" 


*Pascomb Trail...” She could heat the clicking of his 


i nnitspa air inbetretniniedt So bang hd ab ene bile noae 
the base of Pascomb Peak. Forty-four years ago. Looks 
Tike they hd the some sort of sumumerwe di: series 0 
small earthquakes culminating in some minor disaster 
the landslide for them, the Barrows Dam collage for us 
The Pascombscems to have been the only hiking tril ir 
the area at the time... Ah, yes, I se2. The mines wer 
il it operation back then” 


CChelisse had started across the concrete while Lorena 
talked. “Any repor of slide activity from the quakes 
one 


“None! canfind, love. The area's beenfairly quietin the 
Intervening yeats, noks like. Should be solid enough 
after all ths time.” 


‘Should be, huh?” Chelisse shivered, the cold of the 
night lapping at her Fue. She stepped over the curb at the 
edge of the Rounding, fished the flashight from her bel 
fn pointed its red glow up to the guidepost, The Pas 
‘comb Trai it said, Fegandovn the dit road toher left. 
‘Tucking the light away andheading in that dizection, 
he asked, “Tow about this valley” south of Patcomb 
Peak?” 


"Vell, there's nothing on the map. Let's sce what." 
More ‘licking. “Ah, here's something called. Crystal 
Falls, a. valley. where an ndergromnd river comes t 
light, turables along the trail for a while, then disap- 
pears back into the rock. Quite a lovely spot it’s de 
Soibed a9." A bit of silence, “Stange: I don't fd ay 
talk about trying to unblock the trail aiter the landslide 
‘The rangerjustcutthe newtrail aroundthe other side o 
the Peak.” 


"Well, maybe the landslide flled the whole valley in” 


“Himm..."Saatic clatered, “If it was ceally suchan a 
traction, someone would've gonein to take a leok, don’t 
Yyouthink? Gut there's no report, nosurveys, noenything. 
Infact...” Again he stopped, so Chelise turned her at 
tention to the trail, marked well enough through the 
seu pines and fisued elifs, but she could jus see her 
self stepping wrongin the dark twisting her ankle, hav 
Ing to craw back tothe car. The horizan stood tack and 
clove and jagged agaist the sky, a dark massahsad that 
had tobe scombPeak, Probably very scenii! she could 
see it 


The headset crackled. “Chelisse, this is all very ode.” 
What, love? 


“Vell, the information 'm palling upabout yourvalley: 
‘tsa coming fom old memory dumps” 


‘She sighed. Always the techie. “Which means what?” 


‘Which means someonedumped this information from 
the system forty years ago.” 


“Dumped?” Cheliseblinked. "You mean erased?” 


Pes 


Ina way. You see, the system they had back then 
amped information it was fold erate, piling # Il op 
in these litle cores, They were basically inaccessible, 
lndevenifsemeane aunaged tohack his way all he 
‘Wouldfind waea mishmash of indecipherable gibterish, 
ll the information packed inupside-downand sideways 
Without any regard fo perands. Tk was every bit as ood 
[aserasure, butt still gave aw enforcoment a possiblity 
‘tracing things backtogether bad the need ever arisen 
By all accounts, though, the veastablishirg procsscould 
take mont, aven yeas" 


“The Peak was looming larger ahead, “And?” she asked. 


“apd that was forty Years ago-my love. Nowadays, the 
system can sft through a dumpand reestablish the 
fperandsin amatter of moments Accessigthe mapsand 
the Information on tke landslide must have’ bought 
these particular dumpsinto my data steam, ane from 
the looks of things,” more cradling from her headset, 
“this cone haut beoniworked since the information was 
‘dunped here forty-four yeas ago" 


CChuise stopped on theta. “So what ae you saying?” 


“rmsaying smoane seamstohave wanted this valley of 
yous abe forgotten.” 

'A chill ced theough Chelise®s fur, “Loren, do some 
Poking arourd, Were there any ftes uphere forty-four 
Jens ager saying lke al? ud gct ny position will 
‘Your Ym justabout thee cent 


Static rattled through her ears. “Another few meters, 
land the rocklde will be ca yoursight. We're getting an 
whl Tot of interference, Chlisse; have you noticed?” 


"Yeah." She waved # paw around. "Maybe it’s some 
thing in these rocks. Get started onthet fie stl, nd et 
ie iow when youting something. EMS7, ou” Chelisse 
flicted onher flashlight, Toher left, « brushchocked 
flat opened out as far as the dim red of her light could 
reach while enthe right sie of the trai stood face of 
‘weathered rock towering up a good fifty neler. 


She moved along the cliff, watching the top ridge, 
Jagged against the sky above, grew stealy lower ut 
Hevelod ost at's height of bout twenty mete, the 
‘de suddenly emooth and stretching along paral to 
the trail, the rabbleof the landslide Bling the meuthof 
the valley, Chelisse figured. The light showed racks 
nd outroppings all up and dowmthe face, 0 maybe it 
‘wouldn't be that tough climb 


‘he sighted ona likely looking shelf, tasked her ‘lash 
Tight wway, aad leaped, catching the zock with her 
‘avs and hebling hereelf up. There, she founda fissure 
turningup to another ledge, soshe wedged her paws in 
fanc inched her way entoit. Here the face bulged outa 
bit, But Chelse found plenty ofelawhods, picked her 
way over up and sideways, hugging the rock til she 
reached the fp ofthe bulge 


“Another long crack awaited her there, soup she went 
‘wedgingand clawing and ceeping, end Justas she was 
starting pant not daring to look davm,she glanced ep 
toses the top ofthe ridge agninet the stary b 
Onemorequickseambleto fe side, astretch anda grab, 
Sind she plladherelf up over the edge, 


She decided to take @ moment to caich her breath, bal 
the fist snout ar she suckedinhaé a decided taste of 
Smoketo it She troughther head up, sew te Date of 
Pascoml Peak rising into the night o her lf he valley 
beforeher, the elif bordrisgit onthe right, the rockso! 
the landslide epreading away downa gentle slope inte 
the valley. The old tail stretched out from under tne 
rocks and wound dav around.a bend, a bené Chelisse 
‘could eee quite well in the orange ight Mickeing rom 
around i 


“Loven” she whispered, “Something's baring up here, 
allright 'm going down totake a oak” 


‘Through the whistling backgroundshe heal, “Roge: 
that, Clelisse,” and then the state exploded, roaring 
ike’ a nest of hornets through hher head; Chelisse 
{grabbed he set, and it felt warm agpiast her pads. She 
{eneitfrombor ens and dashed it tothe grounds asi 
Ipurtint flame, couldonly stand andstare as the plastic 
shriveled and the metal bere before the ir erseKled out 


‘She ewallowed inthe sudéensilence. Well, whoever it 
‘was ont here, they neve she was here. With a pul o 
Death, she crept forward, skittered down the slope of 
the rockslide, ané padded along the old tall, the Mick 
ering light getting brighter a5 she approached the bend 
inthe easy. 
Boulders lay strewn about, Chelissa Keeping to thelr 
shadows. The trail curved the light and smokeand heat 
setting stronger unl t last she peor arounda boule: 
And sav its sourcesitting ina litle hollow thee beside 
the tai 
‘Astram trickled outof the rock, fumbled down ino the 
‘anyon, snd beside this stream sata human gi, no ore 
than seven years old, Chelsse figured. And all around 
her in a dice burned about twelve ite fires. 
‘Chelise leaned forward. They ll seemed tobe buring 
"he some sort of fue, each fie Licking up frema lump of 
something not mich biggerthan a basketball. The stuff 
tleamed somehow. a5 f reflecting the light ofits own 
fire butit didnt scemto bemetal, asall wenkled and 
brown like the suace of a walnut 
‘Then oneof the things shifed, and Chelisse saw that it 
hha four stubby legs, lite Hack claws flexing 
‘The gil looked up blinked, tumedter head, and looked 
stright back at Chelisse. “Well, someon,” she saic 
Wetec been waitng for you" s 
(To be comtinued) 
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BRETT, WHATARE YOU DoING?| OH, CAN TRYOVE? 
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(0H DALA JUSY huts 
(CHOCOLATE CHIP COOKIES. 


7 The Some rains, |/f x 
alli AS 


MAYSE YoU SHOULD TRY AUTHORS OTE 


loo wor TEST YOUR COOKIES IN THE ABIVE 
eagiioy You cou.b our someones 


SOMETHING A LITTLE LESS DANGEROUS. JOKAY? 50 IT WAS A BAD EXAMPLE, 


‘Paes 


What has gone before 


Mark McCain, a graduate student at Greenfield State University, introduced us to his 
office-mate,Rajesh Varapranandhayatterjee, his roommate, Spike Slocum, and his 
girlfriend, Shari Greenberg. Mark told Shari he was concerned about a marketing class 
hhe'd signed up for in the upcoming semester, since he didn't feel at all prepared for it. 
Shari, however, encouraged him to go through with it anyway. When we last left Mark, 
he was sitting in the lecture hall, apprehensively waiting for the first class to begin, only to 
be confronted by the yiffily annoying Trevor W. Hamilton, III. And now, back to our| 


story 


If you have comments or trivia questions about People of Fur, feel free to drop mea line. 
[Send snail mail in care of YARF! (the address is in here somewhere) or send email to 
‘vulpo@aol.com. Happy New Year! 


[People of Fur story and Art ©19% by David Peyion 
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WHO THE HELL CARES? 


HI. TD LIKE To GET A 
PATENT FOR MY WATERLESS 
"TOASTER. 


ran 


: AS 
WEVE COME A ee | 
LONG WAY, BABY. A 


FRIGGIN THING ALREADY 
EN INVENTED... crnacir -munare.. 


«TOASTERS DON'T 
1EED WATER. 


|{A 508, EH? How MucH Does Ir PAYT | 


YC 


f ll 
) 
} ~(seasten? }_ 


WHAT ARE You DOING NoW? 


T TELL PEOPLE "MUNUH MOWUH™ 
BUT NOBODY EVER SitGs: 
“54 Doo peo, PEE poo beo r” 


You NEED To GET GACK 
IN THE ARMS oF A 
GIRLFRIEND, MAN. 


TM LOOKING, BUT WHENEVER 

I APPROACH (A FEMALE, THE 

USUAL RESPONSE 15 "I'M cALLMC. 
THE Police !/” 


 [umars 
I aust say war's 
ON MY MIND. 


PT) 


LINES, LIKE “IM RETARDED AMDT 
HAVE $1000 IN MY POCKET.” 


WoRKS FoR ME! 


MAY 


I DON'T LIKE USINE SLICK, REHEARSED| 


HERE, Let ME SHOW 
You How THE MASTER| 
DOES IT. 


HeY BABE... You SURE 
WEAR A LOT of MAKEUP. 


So TM A LOUSY MIME. 
‘Sry Down, TLL BUY 


Cugri 
ugrik, aA 
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The Last Bits 


Dispatches from the Electronic Front 


You can reach us on the Internet at krisk@apple.com (Kris Kreutzman at Apple 
Computer, Inc.) or pdb@netcom.com (Dave Bryant’s personal account). 


Please remember, however, that Yarf! itself is nol on the net. We cannot answer 
every piece of electronic mail we get and those we do cennot alwaysbe answered in 
atimely fashion. We also can’t always spare the time to scan the net for other infor- 
‘mation not sent directly to those accounts. We apologize for any inconvenience, 
and strongly recommend that anyone with an urgent need to get in touch with us 
‘write to us by mail, 


The information below is presented courtesy of Steven Decke:, and was current as 
of early November 1994, 


Name Phone Number Sysop FidoNet 
Brass Cannon (602) 699-1099 15/29 
ClawMarks (G10) 452-0350, 161/314 
Coyote's Kiva (214) 686-6950 -M, White 124/5014 
‘The Dragon’s Cave (06)752-4160 Blane 138/198 
FVRCVS MAXIMVS (215) 483-4047. Rooney 273/952 
‘The Matrix (804) 523-6635 264/227 
Naorhy Imperial Republic (210) 670-0501 Lord Rees 387/860 
North STAR BBS (G08) 247-7827 143/219 
NVARNG (702) 887-7352 213700 
Pentarou! Enterprises (815) 654-7956 2210/7956 
Shadowfox (10) 452-3551, 161/313 
StormGate Aerie (G10) $22-6729 N. Shapero 102/524 
Super Deformed BBS (404) 333-8554 G. Olhava 133/611 
The Tiger's Den (714) 530-2554 103/143, 
The Time Machine (804) 599-6401 B. Dendekker 271/236 
T.OUP. BBS (914) 354-7499 mi 
‘The Trap Line (416) 588-2964 K. Rosser. 250/452 
United Front BBS. (718) 886-1829 278/403 
USS Scorpion NCC-4017 (04) 678-3503 366/4017 
‘The Viking’s Cove J.Oleson 249/304 
Wandering Wolfs Den (603)246-3684 105/96 
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“MY ciocounret” 
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